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| ADVERTISEMENT, 


THE Author has encountered ſome misfortunes 
in the Publication of theſe few Poems; the Manner 
inwhichthey arenow Publiſhed, is far inferior tothat 
which he had cont ract᷑ed for with the original Printer: 
& they have been delayed beyond all reaſonable time : 
both whichcircumſtances have proceeded from cauſes 
which he was unable to foreſee or counterad.--= - 
To the Subſcribers, he returns his ſincere thanks 
for their generous and unſolicited Support; and 
hopes they will not impute to him any voluntary 
Neglect of his Engagement. — For the Pieces tem- 
ſelves, if ſome of them may appear to breathe io 
much Levity, he hopes it will be conſidered, that 
they weremoſily, the lis ht effufion of a youthful mind, 
unclouded by Care, and unruffled by Misfortune; 
which have, ſince that Time __ heavy on him 


eith more than common bitterneſs. 


* 


$6 Let him not now of careleſeneſe be tax'd, 
He'll write in earneſt when he writes the next: 

Mran-while 1 

Prune his ſuperfluous branches, aever ſpare; 

But dv it kindly, be not too ſevere, | 

He may bear better fruit another year." 7 
| 38 Orwar, Frol. to Don Car. 
CORK, Ocr. 30, 1994. | 
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LFRICK PIECES. 
0 Fry Swan. 


ADDRESS TO FAME. 


How ſhall I find thee Airy Pow'r ? 
Unapt for toil, not mine the ſtrength 


Aloft on vig'rous wing to tow'r, 
And ſtrains laborious frame of tuneful length. 


For me, the flow'ry meads among, 

Enough, on ſhort-excurſive wing, 

To warble weak the tender ſong - 8 5 
Nor dare in giddy heights yreſupap guy bag. | 


4 = 


Or * if the Muſe ſhould - pleaſe, 
Mirthful to tempt the jocund lay; 

I reach at moſt the humble praiſe, 

7 To charm the Wage nymphs at cloſe of day. 


| DR. . B * : Wut 


— —emte/mmgng>———_——ay<onerei—_ge —— — — — 


ä——U—U—ꝓ—6—— = . — 


5 


16 
What's to be done, enchanting Pow'r? =—_ 
Save thoſe to haughty ſcience known, 


1 And affluent in foreign lore, | 
| May none e elſe hope t attain thy radiant crown, | 


et, tun'd to Lavin the ſprightly bre 

May win her fame-tranſcending ſmile, 

| Whoſe charms the glowing ſong inſpire ; 
And Clarabel ! may crown her poet's toil. 


Thus, tho' my obſcure ſtars deny 
The all-enchanting breath of praiſe, TE 
Viet happier than Apollo I, 
May claſp the nympb, while I _ the bays. 


IE 


Vn, 
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She wins her courſe i in eaſy Pn 


Phe roſy Smiles, and laughing Hours 


While purple-winged Zephyrs bear 


Celeſtial imiles conſenting: Jove. 


17 


THE ENTRANCE OF MAY. 


For thee, ſweet Month, the groves green liv" ries wear; 


If not the firſt the faireſt of the year. 


A* 


SAE comes! ſhe comes! with triumph ſwell 
The ſprightly pipe, and ſounding ſhell: 
Young Maua comes! afar behold, 
Bright in her treſſes' flowing gold, 
Where at Aurora's purple Tay, 
Diſſolve yon' amber clouds away; 


Around the Loves and Graces wait. 
Lo! Youth, with vernal bloſſoms crown'd,' - 
And bright-eyed Pleaſure hover round: 


Beſtrew the azure way with flow'rs wp 


Her filver car thro' waſting air. 
O'er the gay triumph from above, 


ee 


| 18 


41 from her lap th' enamell'd flow' rs 
She flings in aromatic "ſhow'rs : 
High-tin&tured of the ſun, the roſe, 
With that of pallid bloom ſhe throws; 

| Lillies, whoſe ſnowy robes are dy'd 
In unmixt light, and daiſies pied. 

The golden cowſlip's freckled bell, | a 
Where ſportive Fairies love to dwell ; 

With violets dim, whoſe ſoft'ning dye 
Beams like the love- ſick virgin's eye. 
Theſe all in gay conſuſion glow, 

And fluſh PEI ſcene below. 


And ſee ! the green rejoicing Earth, 

Renew'd in youth as at it's birth; 
"A waving glow of beauty ſpread 

_ Ofer ev'ry field and ev'ry mead; 
| The groves their plenteous honours. rear, x 
And churliſh winds no longer fear. 
Exulting run the ſtreams, or ſhow 
In filver mirrors Heav'n below: | 

The valleys ſmile, the hills rejoice, „ 4 
BYE woods pour forth wild mulick's voice; 

La. m 
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Balm breathe the winds, and on their wing 


Health, melody, and fragrance bring; 
While thro' the blue ſerene diſplay | 
The laughing ſkies redoubled day : 
Delight and Beauty fill the whole, 
And ev'ry ſenſe of joy 0 full. 
Voung Malia now approaching near, 
Forſakes the lucid paths of air ; 
Where yon fair bow it's arch extends 
With liſted colours gay, deſcends : 
A ſun-bright ſhow'r of roſy dew, 
Half veils her beauties from the view; 
While round, her train etherial play, 
Like ſun-beams on a ſummer ſea. d 
See! the glad Earth, to meet her riſe, : 
And quaff rich pleaſure from her eyes: 
The warbling rivers as ſhe moves, 
Shine with ten thouſand glitt'ring d 7 
But hark! what muſick floats in air, 
And calls the ſoul up to the ear; 
The woodland poets hover round, 
Of ev'ry pitch of varied ſound; 


Grateful 


Grateful they carrol forth the lay, 
And hail. the Queen of roſeate May. 
Fx 4 | 
As in the golden dawn of time, 
Each beauty blooming in it's prime; 
Now, to yon flow'ry-veſted lea, - 
That ſwells t' embrace the God of day, 
Her dew- bright ſteps young Maiia leads: 
Roſes riſe thick where'er ſhe treads. | 
Pleaſure before on purple wings 
Flutters on high, and flutt'ring ſings; 
' Youth ſure to follow where he flies, 
With ſunny looks, and laughing eyes 
Purſues; the Hours and Graces round, 
_ Dane ce to the pipe's enliy' ning ſound. 


; Arviv'd, ſublime upon a throne, 
Where living turf with roſes ſhone, 
Young Maiia plac'd : her quick'ning. eyes 
Swaying the circle of the ſkies, 7 
Far as the ſea-beſilver'd ſhore, 
Where ſport blue Nymphs, and Tritons hoar: 
She waves the ſign, Pleaſure and Youth, 
Apply the ſhrilly horn to mouth; 


\ 
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The winding notes by zephyrs botne, | 
Soar to the chambers of the morn; 
White thro' heir "27 getÞF around, 


Glad en Prop 


egoh ſound. 


When lol from vonder piny grove, 

(Where nymphs of form celeſtial rove 
Glancing like ſun-beams to and fro) 

Iſſues a gay-enchanted ſhow : 
Love leads the way, with joy more fair 

Than light, and ſoft as yielding air: 

Next, the nine Virgins ever young, | 

Theſe play while thoſe exalt the ſong. 

Laſt, Beauty with tranſcendant grace, 

In all the wonders of her face; 

Naked, ſave where the Graces bound, 

The all- enchanting ceſtus round: 

Her eyes, a lambent glory crowns, 

Where ſmiling ſit attemper'd ſuns; 

Of ſilky gold her treſſes fine 

As ſubtle ſpiders' ſelf-drawn line, 

Float to the earth, and gild the graſs 


With yellow luſtre as they paſs. | 
| CG: 5 2 Heav'n 
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The Nymphs, where cluſt'ring roſes caſt  _ 


22 


Heav' n ſeems defend, while the queen | 
rncircled by a throng is ſeen 


Of Nymphs, whoſe dazzling charms tranſcend, | 


All but the Goddeſs * attend. 
A | | 
Now, Maiia bending from 1 throne, 


The Goddeſs of the golden zone 
Receives within her roſy arms, 


And breathes new luſtre. o'er her charms : 
| Her eyes a more celeſtial day 


Diffuſe, where Love diſſolving lay ; $- 


While o'er her cheeks the living red 


In 21 radiance burning Py 


They Git, and Love beneath them "=D 


— His hires rekindling at their eyes; 
His ſhafts renews; young Maia lends 


Light plumes to wing the teather'd ends ; 
And golden points all deadly keen, 


Supplies ambroſial Beauty's Queen. : 


Mean while, the grove's green errors paſt, . 


WY 


ro 


O'er her gay charms a bluſhy ſhade ; 
And winds in luſcious dalliance play'd ; 
Sequeſter'd, find the Queen of flow'rs, _ \ 
Where dewy coolneſs guards her bow'rs. 
The Pow'r, preventing their demands, 

Her choiceſt ſweets with humid hands, 
Preſents, of burniſh'd tints as bright, 
As thoſe which in the fields of light, 
Drink of ambroſial rivers roll'd 

Thro' meads of aſphodel o'er gold. 
Theſe, with nice care the nymphs divide: 
Bright flow'rs, that ſeem in purple pride 
To burn, and fire the bluſhing air, 
Here lye; the earth beſilv ring here, 

A lucid heap in virgin white, 

Seem to diſſolve in dewy light. 

And lovelier ſtill, the flow'rs that ſhow 
Each colour of the painted bow; 

Where hue with hue enamell'd vies, 
And 8 95 * in 3 dies. 


. all, the beichief: blooms they cull, | 


Pregnant of aromatick foul ; | 
| „ And 


And mixt with happieſt ſkill divine, 
Two crowns of gayeſt beauty twine ; 
Where waving ſportive to the ſun, 

In lucid chace the colours run. 

Theſe ; while the muſes wake around 
Their ſilver inſtruments of ſound ; 

And Earth and Heav'n delighted lean 
Attentive to the joyous ſcene, 
Pleaſure preſents at Maiia's throne, 

To her and Beauty each a crown; 

- And while loud triumph ſwells the lay, 
May, Beauty crowns, and Beauty May. 


When Maiia thus---* Our. reign's begun, 
„ And Love, this month is all thy own: 
% Now thy delicious poiſon breathe, 

« O'er all the ſubjea world beneath ; 

e Make Stoicks in their cells repine 

c Midſt my delights and envy thine; 

„ But let the beauteous and the young, 
* With ſoft deſire be ſweetly ſtung. 


Love, ſtrait a glitt'ring ſhow'r of darts 
Let fly, that pierce unnumber'd bearts; 


„ 
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And laughs to fee the Nymphs and Swains, 
Hugg the dear ſhafts and bleſs their pains. 


Now, . Pleaſure, from a bloomy fpray, 
Bright-waving to the eye of day 
His many-colour'd wings, that bathe 
With dews nectarious Love beneath; 
To ſolemnize and crown the morn, 

In which young Maiia was born ; 
Exalts the ſong : the Muſes nigh, 

Their ſweet-reſpondent lyres apply; 
And on the air with halcyon wings, 
Broods huſht Attention, while he ſings: 


e Ambroſial Queen of ſoft delights, 
te Of golden days, and bliſsful. nights; 
«© See, Goddeſs fair, ſweet Maia ſee, 
% Earth dreſt in richeſt robes for thee ; 
« Fair as when firſt by Jove compreſt, - 
In roſeate clouds her melting breaſt, 
« Her womb with ſeed celeſtial fill'd,: . _ 
% Look'd forth the vernal Year and ſmil'd. 
« Phoebus, for thee prolongs his ſtay, 
« And lingers on the verge of day: 
EE. 2 
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© For thee, the eye of night diffuſes 
«„ The milder light the lover chuſes; 

c When in the moony grove he ſpies. 

« Soft-heaving breaſts and melting-eyes, 

«& And ſighs are beard, while friendly ſnades, 
& Excuſe the bluſh of timid maids. 

c From the low-cottag'd vale, and where 

„ Their tow'ry heads proud cities rear; 

« And ſmiling in their rural charms, 

«© The paſt'ral meads and ſhelter'd farms, 
« Amuſe the eye; from Gowny ſleep, 

«© Before the ruſſet morn can peep, 

« The Nymphs and jocund Swains advance, 
% Fo ſee thy golden treſſes dance 

« Up the blue caſt, and glict'ring ſtream, 
c Oer trembling floods and mountains dim. 

« And lo! where ſmiling gay is ſeen, 

e gently-ſwelling ſhaven green; 

& It's edge with quiv'ring poplars round, 

6e Shunning each others' ſhadow crown'd: 
c In homage due, the Swains erect, 
Pride of the grove, the. elm bedeckt 


„ With 


w- ” k 
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« With flow'ry wreaths; and breathing pleaſure, 
« Leads the fair Nymph the ſprightly meaſure, 
« Queen of the May, ſweet portraiture, 

6: And image of thy rural pow'r : 

«© Whoſe charms while he illumes, the Sun 
* to ſee himſelf outſhone. 


« All Nom bee Queen, 
« Delighted hails thy welcome reign ; 
« But chief the gentle boſom's thine, 
« Peace-crown'd, where love or fancy ſhine, 
« Thy pow'r the grateful Lover bleſſes, 
«© That thaw'd the nymph to his careſſes. 
« Full of the god thy groves among, 
« To thee the Poet pours his ſong ; 
« While gilding e'en the noon-tide air, 
© Gay ſhapes and ſhadowy worlds appear. 
© But O! thy praiſe in one requires, 
* -T he poet's and the lover's hres : 
« And if in no ignoble verſe, 
“Some grateful Bard the theme rehearſe, 
6c Tis not of fame the common breath 


(His care beneath) nor laurel wreath, 
6 Ayaits 


= 


e Awaits the toil ; ( May can move, 
& Or pleaſure win the ſoul to love) 
ce But Clarabel / ſhall ſmile reward, 

* And crown the labour of the Bard. 5 


* 


A REFLECTION, | 


F ORTUNE's e repaid, 
By thoſe ſhe ſmiles upon: 
Wiſdom in wealth is deem'd imply d, 


And want and folly one. 


29 


Vet half the praiſe is hers, and half 
Een dulneſs may demand: 

While ſome their heavineſs keeps ſafe, 
And ſome TS ſtand. 4 


, 


This Thing, the 3 ground, 85 
In ſafety makes his courſe: | - 
O! ſave me from the mill-wheel's round, 
Or blind me like it's horſe. 


Pleaſure's the ſmiling good I ſought, 
Experience all my gain : 

Thus uſeful druggs the Chymift wrought; 
The wond'rous ſtone his aim. 


How lovely does thy realm appear, 
O Pleaſure ! to our eyes ; | 
A bloomy eden op'ning fair 

Beneath intemp'rate ſkies! 


While cold, O Prudence! is thy foil: 
Tho? wholeſome be thy fruit, EL | 
an D Fh 


30 


Thy plants require long patient toil, 
And late, and ſlow, _ ſhoot.” - 


Joo late for me! yet why deplore 
What youth and folly loſt ; 
Content is always in our pow'r, 


And wealth no more can boaſt. 


31 


VERS Es, 


Sent to a young Lady on her arrival in Town, who 
was expected in the Spring, but did not come 
Lill the approach of Winter. 


S ! welcome as the ſun to thoſe 
Whoſe night reigns half the year ; 
elcome as after toil, repoſe, 

Or ſafety after fear. 


ut, for our joy ſo long delay'd, 
May what excuſe be giv'n ? * 
as it that dying Hope, dear Maid, | | 
Might fit him for his heav'n! | 2 ö 


r, that the bounds ſo cloſely ſet, 
Of agony and bliſs ; | 
ou led us to the verge of that, 
To reach th' extreme of this ? 


D 2 Yes, 


32 
Ves, twas our pleaſure to enhance, 
That you prolong'd our pain: 
And on the winter thus advance, 
To make it Spring again. 


At large thy luſtre to deſplay, 
No more in ſhades retir'd ; | 
But giving'and receiving day, 


Delight, and be admir'd ! 


But hold ---that praiſe thy charms excite, 
Thy nobler ſoul diſclaims ; 

Thus tho” the Sun our eyes invite, 

They may not meet his beams. 


PA 
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To TWILIGHT. 


Cons, penſive Twilight, ſober Nun, 
Sweet friend of muſing ſorrow haſte; 

Untold thy ſhadowy mantle dun, 

And ſooth my troubled ſoul to reſt. 


Sick of the day's deteſted glare, 
Of noiſe, of form, of friends, and foes, 
J long to ſee thy ſhades-appear, i 
And in thy boſom breathe my woes. 


To thee, of murder'd hopes to mourn, 
In ſome wild viſionary dell ; 
How all dejecked and forlorn, 
In this gay-peopled world I dwell. 


Lon 8 : = 


4 


„ 


Long, very long, deceiv'd by hope, 
Reſtleſs I toſs'd from wave, to wave; 

Now caſt on cheerleſs waſte to mope, 

Il ſee no ſhelter but the grave. 


— —_ 
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O for the morning dream of youth! 
Deceive dear viſions ! once again, 
For reaſon in the ſearch of truth, 

But leads us to the door of pain. 


——— — 
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Like the nice juggler's artful flight, 
Life ignorantly charms our eyes; 
The trick diſcern'd, no more delight 
It yields, we ſee and we deſpiſe. 
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WW Calm umpire 'twixt the day and night, 
Come then, ſad Twilight, ſpread thy veil ; 
| Abſorb the hated world from fight, 
And hide the woes thou canſt not heal. 5 


* 
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VERSE S, 


VERSES, 


Written on a young Lady, who quitting tlie 


room, defired the Author to write ſomething ; 
on her gainſt her return. 


Ox thy fair ſelf-to bid me write, 
Yet go dear Maid away! 
How ſhall my Muſe deſcribe the light, 
When thus debarr'd the day ! = 


but as ſeraphick ſpeech is faint, 
Heaven's beauty to declare; 5 
hile yet on earth raſh wits dare paint, 
* 5 cannot there. 


S0 
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So with thy preſence were I crown'd, 
You knew your pow'r o'er me; 
In wonder! would my ſpeech be Gove, 


My ſenſe in acts 


But ah ! return thee to my arms, 
For Milton's muſe of fire, 
In. vain wou'd ſtrive to paint thy charms, 


Or my intenſe deſire. 


F 
3 66 


A WISH. 


*. 


O for a ſpot! where melt'ring peace a 
Might let the buds of virtue blow; | 
Where I may find ere life ſhall ccafe, 


Where 


| 
| | Some taſte of JoppineG:þ below. 
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Where lock'd in love and friendſhip's arms, 

| My genius might confeſs it's home ; 

Banquet on Nature's ſimple charms, f 
Or thro' the wilds of fancy roam. 


Ah! is this Life, this giddy round 
Of pleaſure, as the thoughtleſs feign; 
Buy the unconſcious, heart diſown'd, 
And which reflection turns to pain? 


No---bitter dregs pollute the cup--- 
Which vice pours forth, or folly ſerves ; 

If generous reaſon fill not up, | 
Pleaſure amid abundance ſtarves. 


O then ſome Pow'r! convey me hence 
To Nature, Reaſon, Love, and Peace ; 
And if I wiſh remove from thence; 

Damn me to folly all my days. 


RE. 


THE 


Laſt beam of Hope departed. 


F' o0RBEAR, fond youth thy paſſion to diſcloſe; 
Betake thee, Lycidas, to fome lone cell, 
There brood in mournful ſilence o'er thy woes; 
Or to the pitying ſhades thy ſorrows tell. 


ET hus ſpoke hereyes; the while a heav'nly tear, 
Sioften'd the cruel meſſage they convey'd: 
Ihe flame ſhe doom'd to filence and deſpair, 
= Let wrung ſome pity from the lovely maid, 


Alas ! that pity but compleats my woe ; 
From the fweet perfume I inhale my bane: 
A weeping Angel! dealt th unwilling blow, 

Im loſt! nor left the ſolace to complain: 


* 


CELIA, 
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'CELIA. 


Cera, as ſummer glowing fair, 
Is cold as winter's ice: 8 
Heav'n fram'd her thro' an over-care, 
Prepoſterouſty nice. 


bs 


The little heat that lies conceal'd 
Beneath her frozen breaſt, 

| Like ſpirits in a glafs congeal'd, 
. Within her ſoul's compreſt. 


Is 


oOeer a feign'd tale of love, all tears; 
But make your paſhon known, 
And lo! this Niobe appears, 
Transform'd to inſtant ſtone. 


Thus n inge leſs frigid feel, 

As ſummer heats remove; 9 
And water thus I've ſeen congeal, 
Before a burning 88 | 


E 2 Heav'n 
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Heav'n meant a riddle making her, 
To puzzle human wit: 
A glowing ſnow-ball ! frozen fire, 

3 hat ſcorches without heat! 


And lovers by her piercing eyes, 
As oddly are undone ; 

As one who thro' a lens of ice, 

Receives the burning ſun. 


nn 
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S TANZ As, 


Defign'd as Introductory to an allegorick Poem, ' 
ailempled after the plan of Spencer. 


Now, that Reality, of late ſo fair 

In bloſſom'd pride of ev'ry lovely die; 
Stript by the bitter blaſts of worldly care, 
Preſents a cheerleſs proſpect to mine eye; 
It's ſcenes I quit, and ſeek a friendlier ſky : 

As the gay children of the gaudy ſpring, 
The tender ſwallows, when our winter's nigh, 
To ſouthern ſeats their wonted muſick bring ; 
So Fancy'sfairy realm I ſeek on vent'rous wing. 


Beyond the world, but on the world's confine, 
Far in the lucid ſouth (ſtill undeſcried 

By vulgar eyes) is laid this Land divine; 
With all on earth that's lovely beautified : 
And ſweets innum'rous to our world deny'd. 


Yet far it's ſecret worth tranſcends it's ſhow, 
Foe For 


; 
1 
4 


Now in this moral garden of the Muſe, 


42 
For in each blooming flow'r is cloſe imply'd, 
Inſtruction ſage, and latent on each bow, 


The fruits of gain Truth, and goodlieſt Know- 
+ ledge ow | 


(Where ſacred Wiſdom's not aſham'd to rove, 
But with it's fragrant blooms doth often chuſe, 
To deck the brow of Virtue, his fair love.) 
Will I ſome gay delightful moments prove: 
And as I've vow'd, if on aught fair I light, 
Bloſſom, or fruit, thro'out it's wand'ring grove, 
To her as virtue pure, and fancy bright, 

My lovelieft Clarabel “ I'Il dedicate aright. 


Then aſk I not the Muſe my breaſt t* inſpire 3 


But thou, my beſt, divineſt Clarabel / 
Bend here thoſe eyes ſo fraught with ſacred fire: 


Thine eyes ſhall far ſurpaſs the Muſe's well. 


Pride of my ſong! inſpirer of my ſhell! 
Thine is each ſong, each excellence they paint! 


= | From thee at firſt the fair reflections fell; 
= Thus like a broken mirror they preſent, 


Thy 1 _ multiplied, in colours true tho' faint 
Ah! 


— 


Do thou look forth and re- illume its pow'rs ; 


So ſhall my Fancy, cheriſh'd by my love, 


* 
Ah! then, dear maid,whene'er my ſoul declines, 
As the fair moon on nightly pilgrim ſhines; 


Or as an Angel from celeſtial bow 'rs, 
Viſits a Saint in weak diſtracted hours: 


(Unaw'd thro' want of learning's ſacredſtores,) 
To the bright goal of thy approvance move, 
Andin thy ſmiles rejoice, all wordly meeds above. 


i 
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An ELEGY, 


On the late Mr. D. . . R. . . of this City ;; 


a perſon of excellent wit and humour. 


” Dignum laude virum, Muſa vetat mori.“ 
Fox. 


1 Ax thus, muſt Man ! in ſad ſucceſſion part, 
With all that lightens life, and ſooths the heart; 
Thus at each turn, ſome kind companion loſe, 
Till dark and lonely, he his path purſues ? 
So Cinthia ſets upon the pilgrim's way, 
Ere half the dreary night has roll'd away. 


Alas ! my friend, thy day was quickly done, 
O'ercaſt with clouds it haſten'd to be gone : Is 
But who hath time perus'd, and not perceiv'd, 


The brave and witty ſeldom are long- -tv'd ? 
3 The 


— - 


0 
— = 9 — — 
I —— 3 L S _ 
6, of — I ſo —— 
r — * * —— — —— . * * 
_- >. F. — - _ = 
— 8 — ——— — - * — * - 


— - —— A ap 


— 


—. IS 


* 
ſ 
£ 
MA 
. 
3 
L 
" 


_ 
ea tn. en, oe — 
—— — , 


„ 
The rank dull weed exiſts thro' out the ear, 
While fragrant flow'rs but ſhine and diſappear. 


In thee, my Rabelais, our Age has loſt, 

More wit and genius than 't as left to boaſt. 

Like a ſtale maid, Thalia grown ſo nice, 

That while ſhe's chaſte as fnow, ſhe's cold as ice, | 

In thee hath ſeen her laſt bright bope expire, 

Mer Shakeſpear's humour and her Congreve's 
fire. 

: Or, had he chole ſatyric truth to veil, | 

In ſome gay memoir, or romantick tale; 

-Our modern Rab'lais had the old outſhone, 

And join'd Cervantes and Voltaire in one. 

His Wit, was like a fountain in his ſoul, 

For ever flowing, and for ever full: 

As from a fire-work ſhoots a dazzl'ng tide, 

Which ſtreaming up the heav'ns is Rill fupply'd, 

80 nn thoughts, by brilliant thoughts 


1 


But 
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But chief, in Humour were his pow'rs diſ- 
[play'd, - 

Whete revels 8 Genius looſe array d. 
Still as he ſpoke, Mirth! ſhook her torch on high, 
And peals of laughter echo'd to the ſky; .' 
While each bright image kindl'ng in it's courſe, 
Shot through the fancy with electrick force; 
Not Gravity, that would for wiſdom paſs, 
Could keep the foletan nonſenſe of his face; 
Folly that never felt before, was caught, 
And heavy Dullneſs woke, andlook'da thought. | 


Vet was his wit, ne'er warp'd by ſpleen awry ; 
'Twas lambent lightning in a ſummer ſky, 

The fign of fruitful heat, and well deſign'd, 
| To chaſe th'unwholſome vapours of the mind. 


N or dark to him, the world of ſcience lay, 
Shown by no School, but Nature's piercing ray: 
With borrow'd beams of long-departed wits, 

In clonded:majeſty the former fits; | 
By it's own light, the latter all things ſees, 
And in itſelf like God | whoſe nobleſt image tis. 


0 90 
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3o learning nothing that he ſhould forget, 
Not leſs perſpicuous were his thoughts than 
| great. 
Ev'n on that fartheſt intellectual . 
Where bounded ſcience ſheds a doubtful ray, 
Oft from his vig'rous mind a beam bas ſhot, 
And lighted up that * ſphere 1 1 


But if his wit paſt many a 55 name, 
His ee might their labyur'd writings 
| (ſhame. 

As 1255 'nly nymphs, by ſkilſul painters drawn, 
| Are only ſhaded with tranſparent lawn ; | 
So thro' his language exquiſitely fine, 
In naked beauty beam'd the Thought divine: 
It's ſacred ſpirit ! ſeem'd to 'ave glorifi'd, 
The body of the phraſe, and ſtood deſcri'd. 


Thus far, dear Friend, thy portrait have I 
[wrought ; 


But now thy Fate comes dark'ning o'er my 
[thought ! 
A fate! ſo 1 mournful to review, 


| Dejected Pity ſcarce can think it true. 
ES | e Wat 
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But let me not thy rich exchange deplore; 
Thou haft no loſs ſuſtain'd, but left us poor ; 
This weary: wilderneſs of life o'erpaſt, 
The bleſſings of the Promis'd Land you taſte. 
And from the everlaſting ſhore ſurvey, - 
The toil and tempeſts of this human ſes. 


88 
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EL EGV. 


A Give ſorrow way, the grief that will got ſpeak, 
1 « Whiſpers the oer-ravght heart and bids it break.” 
| | SHAKEIPRAR, 3 


Cows, Melancholy, come thou muſing Maid! 

And bear me to ſome deep-ſequeſter'd glade ; 

Where loſt in dreams of tender grief you dwell, 

What | time pale ev ning ſhades thy willow'd cell: 
| There? 
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There, in thy lap ! I'll lay my penſive head, 
And drink the falling tears thy ſarrows thed ; - 
Sooth thy ſoft paſſion, till my ſoul o'erflow, . 
And melt in all thy luxary of woe: | 
There will I maurn, while not a ſaulſhall hear, 
Save Echo, lonely confident of care; 5 
Or Pity ! crown'd with weeping lillies nigh, by 
May liſten ſadly pleas'd, and ſoftly ſigh. 


Tis well: here Nature with my mind accords: 
No love-taught melpdy of warbling birds, 

No cheerful ſun hut ſober all and ſtill, 

Save the low voice of yon complaining rill; 


That ſeems ſupply'd by tears, and e ] 
[with woe, 
It mourns ſo ſadly, and it moves ſo ſlow. = 8 


Come then, my Soul, theſe deſert ſhades amgng, P 
To paſſing winds attune thy plaintive ſong :, 


As well may'ft thou to deſert wilds complain, V 
As 88 ſoft pity from the hearts of men. Se 
Tavs 5 in the wa. no ought of muſick A 
ſprings, TI 


7 Tut nee inpire and as we gies he ſings. os Br 
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Harmonious founds, tis ſaid, with eafe controll 


The reptile's naddning bite, and heal the foul; 


And it prevailing rhymes the wizzards write, 
T naſe fpells they rumble by the moon' s pale 


[light. 

But ah for me! what balm may verſe diſtill? 
I know no learning, and I boaſt no fill; 
And Fancy, who I foridly thought my own, 
But ſmil'd with Me and with Fortune's 

T̃8gone. 
Dear 3 days! with no diſquiet toſt, 
When Fancy bore me o'er her fairy coaſt, 
"Wrapt from myſelf, and in eliſium! loſt. 


Bleft hours! when mufing by ſome haunted. 


[ſfream, 


Soft o o'er my ſoul the ſweet Enchantreſs came; 


Peace breath d her e thro' the lonely 
un | 


Mid the glad bows the golden Ev ning play'd; 

Serenity ! divinely ſmil'd on high, 

Her dove-hke wings diffuſive 0 er the ſky, 

An holy ſtillneſs ſhed <---- ---- — — 

Then, rich in deep'ning glooms my Goddeſs ſtood, 

Breath'd in the wind, and murmur d in the flood; 
8 — — 
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Or on the colour'd clouds, (whoſe forms of light, 

She gives to change amuſive to the fight ;) 

Half ſunk ſhe ſeem'd in downy gold to loll, 

And ſhed her ſacred ſpirit ! o'er my ſoul : 

While on her charms my raviſh'd ſenſes fed, 

A pillow of bright dreams ! ſuſtain'd my head ; 

Gay ſhapes, andſhadowy worlds ! hover'd near, 

Celeſtial muſick rung within mine ear, 
Heav'ndwelt within my breaſt; a darkneſs veil'd J 

My dying eyes, my drowning ſpirits fail'd ; 

Till weigh'd to ſleep by raptures ſo intenſe, 

I dreamt of joys ! too fine for waking ſenſe. 


hut ahl tis oer, the ſweet enchantment's gone, 1 
And Reaſon wakes to find itſelf undone : 4 
No more ſtray thro' flow'ry valleys wild, Þ 
As ſome gay inſect, ſummer's happy child, | 7 
Diſports at will, and wantons in delight, A 
All day on bloſſoms feeds, and ſleeps all night. 


But now, methinks, upon ſome dreary waſte, ; C. 
That Nature's ſelf deſerted, am I caſt;: Mc 
Wild o'er the duſky ſcene mine eyes are thrown, A 


My ſoul ſhrinks back to find herſelf alone! 
” > 
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No friendly voice ſweet conſolation brings, | 
But hoHow winds ſhake terror from their wings. 
Where now, th' Aﬀociatesof thoſe happier hours! 
When Pleaſure lulFd me in her roſeate bow'rs ; 
And Hope, in whoſe bright wings the colours 

Tl play, 

Flutter'd before, and 1 ſung me on my way ? 
| Ah! like autumnal leaves behold them fly! 
And LSE me naked! to the Wray ſky. 


But lo! what hideous Monſters ! ! in their 
[ ſtead, 
Purſue my gehe by black Mizfortune led! 
Lo! wild Diſtreſs! with with'ring mein & looks, 
Threatens with lifted ſcourge her bloody ſtrokes! 
Fell Want! of wolfiſh viſage, lean and foul, 
Howls in my ears, and harrows up my ſoul! _ 
And Sicknels lo J whoſe. ſteps with unt ans 
[told ; 
Cruel Negled ! that kills with piercing cold; 
Grinning Reproach! that on the fallen preys : 


And thouſand Doubs* and gloomy Fears ! 
ages thele. 
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Still the kind ſhelter of my Muſe was nigh ; 
With her to ſome low cell, (where angry Fate 
Might ſcorn to follow, ) ſtill I could retreat; 


Where Fairy forms ſhould grace my little room, 


Enchanted ſcenes the clay-built walls illume; 


And all the world's delights, without it's care, 


Fancy ſhould make my own, and treaſure there. 
How bleſt ! while round the lowly ſafe abode, 
The ſtorm of life unheeded bluſter'd loud, 
Toclaſp the glowing Muſe with raptur'd arms, 
Loſe all my ſelf, and mingle with her charms ! 
But oh! vain thought ! no Muſe affords her aid ; 
The muſes fly the wretches they bave made : 
| Like treach'rous rats the found'ring bark avoid, 
Which their pernicious arts before deſtroy'd... 
Fly then! ye youths, the muse's fatal coaſt, 
Who liſtens to her Melody i is loſt ! 


And who, O Fancy! builds his hopes on thee, 
Madly puts forth upon a dang'rous ſea, 
By glitt'ring ſtars to guide his doubtful way: 
For him the changeful ſky muſt reſt ſerene, 
And — Number 3 in the faithleſs main! 


* 


Ah me! I theughtl ere yet this ſtorm grew bigh,. 


Cr own 
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Crowning the ſpangled fields! the heav'nly Bow, 
Leſs lovely ſeems, than to our youth you ſhow ; I 
And as that ſhines but while the ſun appears, | 
Diſſolving on his abſence into tears, ; 

So thou from fortune tak'ſt thy glitt'ring dies, 
And all thy train of thoughts, theirgay varieties. 
But ſoon as dark adverſity draws nigh, 

Like worldly friends! thy gaudy viſions fly; 
Or in black ſhapes of baleful aſpe& roll, 
And ſwell the night of ſorrow on the foul ! 


Ah! why did pre-diſpoſing Heav'n create, 
My'aſpiring ſoul above it's vulgar fate! | 
Why give th'enchanting voice of early fame! 
To thrill and vibrate thro' the tender frame; 
Why give this heart to make each ſorrow mine; 
Why lend it's fire ! if not to'aſcend and ſhine ? 

As when ſome boy permits in wanton play, . 

The captive lark in length'ned bonds to ſtray; 

Th' exulting bird, her eyes erect, her wings 

Trembling with joy, to airy freedom ſprings, 

In eager hope anticipates the ſkies, 

And drinks the diſtant azure as ſhe flies: * 
| | | | But 
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But ah ! the diſtant ſky ſhe ſeeks in vain, 

The envious fetter brings her down again. 

So, borne on hope's gay flutt'ring wings away, 5 
While fame's enchanting ſcenes in proſpectlay; 
Oft I eſſay'd to reach ſome nobler height, 
Withheld by fate, and vainly wing'd for flight. 


„ — 
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But now, at the enliv'ning voice of fame, 
No more my genius kindles into flame ! 
And courſer-like, with gen'rous fury fraught, 
Swallows th' unmeaſured way in ardent thought: 
ForHope's ſtrong cordial, now it's warmth is oer, 
Preys on my ſpirits, which it cheer'd before; 
While foil'd Ambition! ſullenly retires, 
And diſcontented, glooms in ſmould'ring fires. 


_ 


That, ſtern Adverſity's a friend to Man, 

Sage poets ſing, and learned ſeers maintain: 

Fix'd in a rich luxuriant ſoil at eaſe, 

Beneath proſperity's intemp'rate blaze ; 

That, Man! unſhook by breath of adverſe wind, 

Sleeps through the branching functions of the 

TY "wind ; 

; = 7 The 


— 
— 


59 

The ſoul's faint ſtem, devoid of genial pow'r, 
T' exalt the ſap, and ſwell th' expecting flow r; 
. Stead of the ripen'd hopes that manhood gives, 
Flaunts in rendundant pomp of idle leaves. 
While under adverſe fortune's freezing heav' n, 
To active thought a manlier tone is giv'n; 
An ampler proſpe& on the mental eye 
Expands ! and all the flimſy Follies die : 
Thus ſober Night ſeverely ſhines in froſt, 
And keener glories! crown the ſtarry hoſt. 

Ah !---this may be, when open and confeſt, 
| Misfortune boldly ſtorms the manly breaſt ; 
A brave reſiſtance! then her rage may meet, 
And the tough Heart may triumph o'er its fate. 
But ah ! ye wiſe! what boots the better mind, 
Of ſtrength to bear, or courage to contend? 
When, © In the morn and liquid dew of youth, 
Tb'inſidious Foe has prey d with cank'ring tooth; 
And ills! ſucceeding ills! each other chaſe, 
In ſilent lapſe that never knows to ceale. 
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FRIENDSHIP, 


4 EI E x. 


5 Friendſhip is but an empty name. 

A charm that lulls to fleep: 

* A ſhede that follows wealth and fame, 
And leaves the wretch to weep.” 


; Coups. 


Ox the dull Wreech! ? who Friendſhip truſts, 

Ino more, 

: Than that hehave canſe to try it, I implore. 
Curs'd be the Knave ! who firſt the cheat! con- 

| : ' [triv'd, 
And impudently hop'd to be believd! | 
Friendſhip--the name has ſtabb d, and caus'd to 

Ed [die, 
More honeſt hearts, than prieſtly cruelty ! 
Well was it call'd, a med'cine forall ills, 
For ſoon or late the Panacea kills. 


Fond Man! in fortune's folt ring boſom laid, 
. cares enen and all wants ſupphy'd; 
2 Wh 


Ah fooliſh Mariner! purſue thy way, 5 
Forbear that ſeeming port, and truſt the ſea; . _ © 


4 % 
% 


Why wilt thou Teck that ſocial bane, a Friend; 
That pois'nous ſweet to ſooth thy eaſy mind? 
How pleas'd, how proudly ! ! | while propitious 
| [gales, 
Waft his gay bark, and court his wanton ſails ; 
O'er life's deceitful ſea, whoſe flatt'ring glaſs, 
Refle&ts the ſhort-lived ſmile on fortune's face; 
Secure of fate he moves ; defies the ſtars, | 
Smiles at the ſwelling waves, and mocks their 
| Fthreat” ned wars. 
For F riendſhip! s port, unknown to ſtorms, is 
| [near, 
Confirms his quiet, and forbids his fear. 


There hidden rocks abound more fell by far, 
Than all the fury of the wat'ry war. 


Not when the horn's braſs voice the welkin 
| | 8 [tears, 
And d deep-mouth'd hounds are op'ning on their 
| [ears;, 
Ply the del Herd ſo ſwift their winged feet, 
And leave the ſtricken Hart to hungry tate: The 
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4s fly, when leaving fortune's ſunny mead, 
Her gloomy- ſhadow d vale we're forc'd to tread, ' 


E The bend of Friends---And while their rank- 


| [ling breaſts, 
The ſenſe of baſe 3 infeſts, 


Hold che happy wretch! in deadly hate, 


- 3 dicht upbraids them with their own de- 
| | {ceit. 


1 
lt aught of friendſhip ! this vile world poſſeſs, 


| | Tis mongſt the lowly children of diftreſs ; 
( kor here it is not, as with ſhips at ſea, 
Which in a tempeſt from each other flee) 


_ Taught by their own, they pity others“ woe, 
And ſhare the little which the Gods allow : 


While fat Proſperity ! no time can ſpare, 


: T 0 hear the plaint of Grief, or looth the breaſt 
| | | [of Coe: 
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o MODERN POETRY. 


„ 


5 8 — wu 
— 2 te o > 
=. » p 4 
3 —— 2 . - — 

— * * — wm 7 — — — - 3 * 
8 — £ <- 2 1 — SL , m—_ _—_ 

— p 4 - - =o uf 

* — — 2 I 7 — ” 
o 


x 4 
* 


3 
— . 


— 
— 


2 
— 
—_—— 


Si URI x the Gan Pins reigns no > more, 

But ſome emaſculated modern Pow'r! * 

Who ſacrific'd his vigour for a voice, 

And manly genius for melodious noiſe ;- 

No more in ſtubborn ſenſe but ſound he deals, 

And lamentable themes he never feels : 

No paſſion now Melpomene betrays, Y: 

But calm in death declaims like Socrates : The 

While Comedy forſooth, is grown ſo nice, 

That while ſhe's chaſte as ſnow, ſhe's cold as 7 
r 

Vet this he calls refinement! poliſh'd ſenſe! 1 1 

Making a virtue of his impotence! * A $f Ky 

Thou new Apollo! to the old give place, 

Send ys more wit and let us ſhift for grace. 
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| To an Acquaintance _ had built e 4 very fine 


Houſe. 


'- Your Houſe, or . Which you z pleaſe, 
My deareſt Sir, ſurpaſſes praiſe : | 
How th' ſtrong and fair may blended be, 
Thither the learn'd ſhall flock to ſee ;. 
Where happy art beſtows like health, 
Together comelineſs and ſtrength. 
So ſtrong! it ſeems as if it could 

Repel a tempeſt, or a flood; 

And yet fo fair! as if it might 

Subdue them merely by delight : 
Make the big Flood with pride clas ! 
Stoop humbly'pleas'd to waſh it's feet; 
The Storm with admiration ſigh ' 
Itſelf into a calm, and dief - 

In ſhort, 'tis all that's grand and great: 
But tell me Sir pray where will you eat? 
Now this fine work ! has left you poor, 
will on it's maſter ſhut the door; 

Nor be a whit more good or fair, 


Tun one of my Caſtles in the Air. 


LINES . 
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LIN ES 


Written on the Dutcheſs of Rutland's enterance 
into Cork, in the year 178—. 
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Wain means this dawn of * this glad- 
[ ſome ray! 
This i of an . day? 
Why ſmiles dull Labour, to whoſe lot tis givin, 
To hear of pleaſure as we hear of Heavin! 
Does bleſt Aſtrea ! ſeek the earth again, 
With fair-ey'd Peace and Gladneſs in her train? _ 
But foft ! behold a roſe-lip'd Cherub lings, 
Bright waving to the ſun his azure wings: pi 
Etherial Habitant! indulge my pray'r, | 1 
ce Say, why theſe ſounds of joy attune the air; 
e What gives the day to uſher in delight, | 
That us'd in dulneſs to c ontend with night ? 
. * Declare the cauſe ”---The roſe-lip'd Sprite 
| [ reply'd, 
; „ Pleaſure amy name, and Rutlandl is my guide: 
| _ Where'er ſhe hends I hover on the wing, 


0 Glance in her eyes, and in ber accents hag: 
| Lo! | 
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e Lo! where ſhe comes, fair Excellence ſerene ! 
c All that young poets dream of beauty's queen: 
ce The living fire of genius ! temper'd ſweet, 
The ſoul of melting ſoftneſs and delight ! 

© The light.of beauty! the celeſtial grace! 

C Beamthro'herform, and triumph inher Pace, 
* Ev'n Jove for her would quit his bleſt abode, 
08 And leave Olympus to be more a God! 

- Look on her Charms and give thy wonder o- er, 
cr Or if thou'lt wonder !---wonder and adore.” 


NED, 
A CHARACTER. 
Nature lent Nx D alight ſortout 
Of wit, to hide his want of brain; 
Which, thread-bare grown,the wrong ſ: ide out 
He turns, to make it new y again! | 


No Genius now with Ned 's can vie, : 

For quickneſs of miſapprehenſion! 
For readineſs tomiſapply, 8 

And to forget thro' meer retenticn, - 
ED BE > - TOY 
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He's grown a very witch at wit, 

For conning backwards 'gainſt the grain: 8 
A commentator |! ſure to hit, 

| On what his authors never mean. 


oY to firprile, as Criticks ſay, 
The proof of wit we may believe 
Ned's in the topſy-turvy way, 
The moſt ſurpriſing Wit alive. 


— 


CLARABELLA. 


B in thy mind a Form divinely fair! 
With radiant eyes, and ſweet-commanding air; 
Lips, where the laughing Loves and Graces dwell, 
That in their ruby ſweets diſſolving ſwell; 
To theſe her cheeks, wbere ſits the day new 
25 [ riſ'n, 
Treſſes of light, Wy bales of op'ning Heav'n ! 
Dreſs the fair Fiction in all theſe and more, 
Till you. make Poeſy dumb, and — poor; 
1 *Fid 


v | > 
Till Fancy has run out the lire of thought 3 

Nor Jove can add a grace to whatyouꝰvewrought. 
"This, if the flame of love and genius fire 
Vour boſom, with an equal ſoul inſpire; 
And on your ſenſe, in words not heard but felt, 
Let it all- eloquent in muſick melt. | 

Do this---nor put the Muſe to fruitleſs Pais, 
And aſk no more whom Garatella / means. 


_ LINES, 


en Mr. PRESTON's new Tragedy, called 
DEMOCRATICK RAGE. 
; 3 


5 Avib wr. ye FORAY ! be defy: you here; 
Or will you damn yourſelves, and be ſevere : 
Know, the great Preſton ! ſcorns your critick 
5 lſpite, 

Born in deflance of your rules to write. | 
InDemocratick Rage who finds one fault, 


Let! hi m be branded fer a ſov'reicn (ct ! 
Let 


BY 
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Vet ſome T've heard, their envious ſpleen is ſuch, 
Pronounce it a tranſtation from the Dutch; 


Tho' ſo original, that truth muſt own, 


He ſeems to ave read no writings but his own: 
Nor of his former ſenſe one trace we find, 

So well the ſubje& anſwers to his mind; 
Where, in a revolution of the head, 


Old arbitrary Wit was laid aſtde. 
Proceed great Bardl and aid each tott? ring crown, 


As clanging kettles help the lab'ring moon: 


Proceed, and as our Sires of ancient times, 


Charm'd the poor rats to death with crabbe& 


[rhymes ; 3 
So ſing to death (and ſing upon the ſtage) | 


The Democratick ! Vermin of the age. 


Onthelae D. R.....'s quitting his. Ha- 


ther's hauje, 844 taking. up his quarters in the 
Houſe of Indufiry. : 


How R.... into the Work-houle gone! 
What Revolutions do we ſee ! 
. -L 2 But 
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But this ſurpaſſes all we'ave known--- 
Wit turn'd at laſt to Induſtry! 


Or was't that Wit did thither fly, 
' Becauſe it is the habitation, 
Ot it's old inmate Poverty! _ 
And Lunacy it's near relation ? 


But why good bullock beef you'd ſhun, 
To eat Bull's* meat I can't explore: 

Do, with thy induſtry ! have done, 
Dear R.. .., and be no longer poor. 


We 


Name of the Steward. | 


WRITTEN, 


In a os T had taken * ofer als ne- 
| gle of learning. 
Tores return'd, who broke thro? ev'ry rulel 
SGrown a grave bvlockhead * a flighty fool! 

85 What 
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What will it boot to go aſtray by art, 
Not to amend the head, and ſpoil the heart ;, - 
New folly, to conceal the old, put on; 
Ober the fool's-coat to wear the ſcholar's gown; 
To laugh beneath the grave Deceit, or deem, 
(Deceiv'd myſelf ) myſelf the ſage I ſeem ! 
Of Nature wide, as wiſdom heretofore, 
And add one Vice to all I had before? 
— But, Sirs, this all-wiſe World will have it's 


| | (way, 
So let us not diſpute it---but obey. - 


WRITTEN 
| In a blank leaf of J. . 
: * HILE Time, old Tyrant of reſiſtleſs ſway! 
Oer Rome's wide ruins throws a proud ſurvey; - 
Beholds the haughty arch in fragments burſt, 
And ſculptur'd domes enrich their native duſt ; 
From mould'ring walls the lively fainting fled; 


And loſt to form the breathing ſtatues laid : -- 
| | Malicious 


| 


at 
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Malicious pride elates the Spoiler's heart, 

Until he turns to Rome's far nobler part; 

Sees Virgil's labours mock his idle rage, 

| Freſh as at firſt, and youthful in their age: 
Sorrowing he finds, that all-diſpoſing Heav'n, 

To him and them, an equal date has giv'n ; 

And conquer as he may, all arts beſide, 

The ſacred Mufes ! may his rage deride. 


LOVE. 


| How nen 88 "PEP | how ſweet 


[it ſeems! 
An "WIEN ſmiling in it's little dreams 


The tender Virgin takes him to her. arms, 
Folds to her heart, and feeds upon his charms, 
(For Nature's child, he's lovely ! while his lire, 
Gay Fancy, revels in his eyes and air!) 

Little ſhe dreams, beneath the harmleſs flow r, 
Lurks a dire ſnake of all- ubduing pow T3 5 


75 
Till the inſidious urchin tries his art, 
And treacheroufly ſtings her foſt'ring heart: 
Too late, her fond credulity ſh e blames, 

And flies to ſhady groves to hide her flames ; 
Inly ſhe waſtes, and dies from day 'to'day, 
'Till Love, the thorn hemplanted, take wway. 


THE FORSAKEN SHEPUERDESS, 
A Song. 


t VX happy Nymphs ! thaticareleſs'rbve, 
| 7 Once my companions dear; 

Attend awhite the wretch of love! 

But ah ! your pity ſpare: | 
For ſhould you weep, my heart would ſwell, 
And only tears my ſorrows tell. 


Happy as heart could wiſh was JI 5 9 ; 
The lovelieſt youth alive, ; 


| FA 
Vow'd none was fair while I was by ; 
Ah ! why did I believe; 


Alas !I thought him, true as kind, 
But found him falſer than the wind. 


How fond! the Nymph, who on a bed 
Of thorny flow'rs would lie, 

Becauſe their leaves ſweet odours ſhed, 
Their colours charm tlie eye; 

Ah me! as fond the Nymph I deem, 

Who yields to love's deluſive dream. 


Be: happy N ymphs, when I am dead, 


(us dead 1 ſoon ſhall be) | 
With willow garlands on your head, 
The laſt ſad office pay; 5 
And when of hapleſs loves ye hear, 

Think of my fate ! and drop a tear. : 


BELL, So 
a 4 8 N 6: 
BELL's looſe you ſay and fond of | ert, | 
I know ſhe's kind and fair; 5 


| 


o you, uneaſy virtue court, 


She's wanton as the ſpring I own, 


71 


I'll ſtay and trifle here. 


No peeviſh pride ere curls a frown, 
On her clear ſmiling brow ! 


But ſhe's as lovely! too, 


He . = 
CHLOE. 


Curok rink Lewnets will declaim, 
And edify you in a rage; 5 

From morn till night her conſtant them! en f5Q 
1 Chloe keeps a handſome page. 


Solemn! n to Church, at noon 51 come, 

The Youth her pond'rous pray 'r-book!bears; 
At Night ſhe takes him to her room ; 

Doubtleſs to teach the boy his pray'rs ! 
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A SONG, 


That may anſwer any new Sentimental Opera. 


| M ISFORTUN E] ever is unkind; 
1 No peace the troubled breaſt can know ; 
I Sorrow ſtill haunts the wretch's mind; 
i And comfort flies the ſeat of woe. 


l Clear grows the ſky when clouds depart; 

And ſpring-tide ſuns revive the earth; 
But where grief dwells within the heart, 

Adieu · adieu- to joy and mirth. 


CONSO- 


CONSOLATION. 


'T nov Huſband, happy in a virtuous bride! 
What means, dear _ * cloud upon thy 


0 f | " «[brow?. 


: What ſhvulditmean butjoy, {poor Mat reply'd) 
In three months huſband made and father too ! 
If that be all, content thee, (Dick rejoins) 
Far better is thy caſe than mine my friend; 
For my obliging wife produc'd me Twins, 

\ Ere ſcarce the honey-moon wag at an end. 
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PHILIPPA, 


A TALE' FROM BOCCASE. 


Tur mark is miſt as much, o'erſhot, 
As coming ſhort of it, I wot 
So Juſtice carri'd to excels, 
Loſing itſelf becomes a vice. 


In Prado, anciently tis ſaid, 
This raging love of juftice mage, 


By which, whatever 3 Dame, 
Indulging in a lawleſs flame, 
Detected in the ad, was doom'd, 


In flames alive to be conſum'd, 


This 


— s 


w 


This cruel law exiſted long, 
When one Phillippa, fair and young, 
Of witty vein, and am'rous will ; 
(As witty dames are am'rous ſtill, 
Who by the forelock take old Time, 
And pluck love's roſes in their prime: ) 
Was by her dreaded Huſband caught, 
In dire commiſſion of tbe fault. 
And here, ye gentle Fair-ones all, 
Let not your heavy cenſure fall; 
But! from the merit of the youth, 
For Awhom ſhe forfeited her truth; 
ralkwhoſe law will be maintain'd, 
Some fair exeuſe and colour lend: 
Leſt malice ſay you cenſure her, 
Not for her love, but want of care. 
Whether the huſband wore that day 3 
His ra pier, hiſtory does'nt ſay; 
Whence moſt grave criticks are inclin'd, 
To deem him of the thoughtful Kind, 
Hand over head who ne'er proceed; 
A fell and unforgiving breed. 


But 


But leſt theſe comments over-nice, 
Protract our tale, let it ſuffice, 


That tardy law was his reſource; 
The ſterneſt, and the ſafeſt courſe. 


The aweful day of trial ſet, _ 
Our Fair her weeping friends entreat, 
Since there was nothing in her favour, 
(Unleſs an Alibi might ſave her 1 
Not to appear or meet the charge. 
But ſhe of ſoul refin'd and large, 

(As all true lovers ſtill inherit 
High-Toaring ſentiment and ſpirit) 


.* © Choſe rather gallantly to die, 


And own the truth, than baſely fly; 
And by a guilty flight acknowledge | 
Herſelf unworthy of the homage, 

A Youth of ſuch unrivall'd worth, 


Paid to her beauty, wit, and---ſo forth. 
Spite then, of all their pray'rs and tears, 


She, on the'a ppointed day, appears 
In Court; attended by a train 
Of either ſex, her brow ſerene ; 


And in a ſteady voice inquires, 5 
What the dread Juſticer deſires. 


The Judge, who ſaw her lovely fair, 
And gueſſing by her noble air, 
T he ſoul in excellence divine! 
} Equall'd the beauty of it's ſhrine; 
|  Fear'd leſt her courage might confeſs ' 
The fact, and ſo by law expreſs, | 
Such charms ! as never ſhould expire, 
« Muſt feel the fatal rage of fire: 
And tho' his duty muſt be done, 
By all-perſuaſive Beauty won, 
But partially his part he plies ; 
Fee d advocate to her fair 8 


bo Madam, behold you ſtand (he faith) 
« Charg'd with the breach of nuptial faith : 
_ "96: TUG unrelenting Lord demands, 
*The law's ſtern ſentence at my hands; 
„ That is, that you be burn: but then 
e T cannot in the caſe condemn, = + 
c. Unleſs yourſelf th' offence ſhall own; E 
nd 8 take your meaſures thereupon, . 


A L | „ And 


* 


2 _ 


86 


And yield your anſwer,” N IUndiſmay'd, 
The fair Philippa thus reply d. 


| 6 Sir, it TR ATT my ane found 5 
* "40 La my embraces, Torriſmond : 1855 | 
| e And freely, I confeſs I love, 
1 Youth whom envy muſt approve. „ ( 
. But Sir, you're not to learn I truſt, 
Law ſhould be gen'ral to be juſt, 
© To all indifferently diſpenſe, 5 
_« Sun-like ! it's wholſome influence; 
. Abdi it's decrees be ratify*d 
By their conſent for whom they're made. 
© Elſe if a Few themſelves exalt, 
3 Sole arbiters, not ours the fault, 
5 ee. Tranſgreſſing as they pleaſe. to will, , 
* But the law-makers make the l. A 
c Now, Sir, the Statute in this caſe, 
<< Embraces but the female race; ; | 
« To which, not only no conſent, + 
© The Party intereſted lent, 
«© But not a widow, wife or maid, SM 
„Was ere conſulted on the head. 
Hence let your wiſdom, Sir, infer, 


n The SEP ill-founded and unfair. 
9 How- 


4 .- 


« And urge againſt my life, a Law, 


« Pye one ſmall favour to deſire ; 


And always ready to his will?“ 


The Huſband candidly agreed, 


. much as he deſir'd and wanted; 
c What with the remnant ! ſhould be done ? 


„ To bleſs a worthy man with it, 


e However---if you will proceed, 
< (Nor the deep cry of conſcience heed,) 


« Unjuft! as barb'rous realms ere ſaw 
* Tm in your pow'r, and as you pleaſe, 
“ So do: Vet ere the ſentence paſs--- 


« *Tis of my Huſband to require, 

«© Whether he can ſay.I ever choſe, 

« His love to baulk, his joys oppoſe ; 
« And was not found conſenting ſtill, | 


No Matro could his wife exceed : | 
In _ ſuch a fort: : | 2 
« Then let me aſk (ſhe cries) the Court; i 
ce When to his am'rous claims was granted, 


« Say ought it to the dogs been thrown? 
ce Was it not fairer and more fit, 


— S778 „ Whoſe 


88 


\ 


« Whoſe love of me his fout- 10 

* Than Owe it ! to be fpoil'd or loſt 6 

This peafunt denen ſoon as fooke;. | 

The crowded Court with laughter ſhook ; 

And one and all, the audience cry'd, 24 
The Fair had reaſon on her fide. RY 
The Law, on grave advice, in ſhort, 
Was chang'd by full confent of court; 
And to the Dames confin'd, who prove 
Faithleſs from Avarice, not Love : 
While fair PBILI PPA left the dome, 
With 2 18 acclaims conducted . | 


To Bradt 4 ike! $ felf muft yield . 
When Win d with wit, ſhe takes the field; 9 
„ No wonder then, ſhe conquer Ys 
Law built c on prejudice and folly. 


AARON 


AARON AND Tas WIDOW. 


FROM VOLTAIRE, 


| Tir ſwiniſh Multitude ! deem Prieſts E 
_ [cious; © 

And grudge them one poor tenth of all their 
e labour, 
Now this to me is een vexatious, | 
Conſidering our Churchmen's mild behaviour, 


Well might they grumble, if at this bleſt time 

Prieſts were as in good Moſes' days of old. 

For inſtance hear, authentic tho' in rhyme, 
From long record a ſtory ſimply told, — 


* 


5 ve een, are che Lord's,“ ſo ſeiz'd the 


In fad sRoniſhivent | ! bereft of pow To - 
T“ oppoſe the holy robbery ! ſhe ſtood : 
At length, by hunger's rage aſſaulted ſore, 


. When, true as e to the ſcent of blood, 
God's faithful miniſter! again appears; 


In "FRI Iſrael Auel a eden Dame, 
One only ewe ! ſhe had, the which ſhe ſhore, 
From wintry winds to wrap.her ſhiv'ring frame; 
When Biſhop Aaron! * was at her door. 


W (ſaith he) tis written in the word, 


ä [wool,, 
And hw] it off: me wept and en the Lord, 
But curs d his Prieſt i in filence of her foul. | 
wv dow yean'd ere * the Widow 8 fleeceleſs 
| [Ewxe, 


3 Again the Shepherd of the Lord! is come; 
The firſtlings of the flock to Heav'n are due” 


He ſaid, and ſeiz'd the lamb, and bore | it home, 


She * ber hapleſs Ewe in deſp rate mood. 


6 The 


* 


— 


3 


I R 
The loin and ſhoulder, as the law allow 8 


| He d have and 898 laid) which off he bears. 


7 


- 


£1: Dev'lt take the ewe,” i in rage (me eried): the 
Es | +. [words 
Heardthe a Prieſt! and turning on his gels 
Saying © whate'er is curſed is the Lord's, Nay 


Is 


- Secur'd the reſt, and made a glorious meal. 
4 2 . _ | 
3 = 3 8 2 
. JEALOUSY DEFEATED. 
> 55 25 FROM FONTAINE, . - 
A certain jealous Foot |'refolv's, © Ml 


From all converſe his Wife to hold; 
A labyrinth prepar'd; . . 
Conſtructed by the ſubtleſt art. 
With endleſs turns in ev'ry part, 
| That all acceſs debarr'd. „ 
„ „ 


92 


Rarely he ſlept, and ſleeping, ſtill 
One eye ſtood wary centinel, 

While dreams diſturb'd his pate: 
And through the Gate of Horn! J deem, 
Not that of Ivory they came: 
But this let ſchools debate. 


- 


With eyes all o'er that never ſlept, 
An old ſhe Argus too he kept, 
Whom nothing might « deceive ; 5 
Cloſe by her Lady's gentle fide, | 
As her own ſhadow would ſhe glide, 
And would as ſeldom leave. | 


Ah, Dotard! 3 avails hs kill : 
To bar a woman of ber will, 
An arduous taſk ! I ween : 
Tho' of her hairs, th' exact amount, 
Both morn and eve thou tak 't account ; 
Thou ſhalt be overſeen. 


One holy-day, this Dame went out, 
To maſs, (devoutly bent no doubt) 
When by a certain 5 


Py 


. 


Op be has « hir! ka . 4 Bob, 
A filthy ſhow'r of deepeſt diere. 
& 85 That fvinid * wer ande. . 


Forth pops, and ſpins a long excuſe, 
The civil Miſtreſs of the houſe, 8 
And begs her ſtep inſide: 
And now ſhe doffs her fonl array, 
While Argus is diſpatch'd away, 
Freſh rayment to provide. 


Breathleèis our IO's guard is gone, 
And finds the huſband all alone, 
Enxulting in hiswits : 

Her ſtory told, and toll again, 
He ſtamps, his temples ſprout amain, 
He finds his wiſdom bit ! 


1 M | e Plague 


We Plague take the Labyrinth, (he Ke 
J am, it cannot be deny d, 

| An Huſband duly made.“ 

And well I'ween the cuckold gueſt, 
For what the ſhow'r of filth was caſt, 
And how he e d: 


WY . 3 9 * 7 S 8 
1 I 


For, in the abſence of. the. Crone, 
Left with a ſprightly Youth alone, 
This artifice who try d; 
The Lady did not miſemploy, 
The precious moments meant for joy 
Or elſe ſhe's foul bely'd. 
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TWO FRIENDS. 


„ ko FONTAINE. 

4 n ? : P x 
Due and Py thias, da thoſe, IN 
Renown'd for faith on long record,) a 
But two, whoſe hearts were join'd as. cloſe, 

| * 7 ET r may afford. 
Botb, young Py full of am'rous flame, 
By fair agreement 'twixt them made, 
(As comrades and good friends became) 
. Lorc's pleaſures ſhar'd in Chloe's bed. 4 
x | > 2 | And: 


And whether of the friendly pair, 

So well perform'd the work of nature; 
The Dame brought forth a girl ſo fair, 
Each boaſted of the lovely creature. 


But time arriv'd, the dubious child 
Could play her Mamma's lefſon over ; 
Damon nor Pythias would be ſtil'd, 
Her Sire, but each would be her Lover. 


93 
© You're Father to this child, (quoth one) 
I' ve heard you ſwear it many a time; l 
No (t'other cries) the child's your own, 


I'Il take the hazard of the Crime. . 


- 
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VERSES, 


2 to the la Mr. 4 of. ſome 
excellent Poems. 


(WRITTEN IN THE SPRING OF 1786) 


| 1 8 it, my Mufe, the world-reviving Spring, 
Awakes thy ſlumb' ring lyre, and bids'thee ſing; 


Or is it native Worth enwraps thee ſo, 


And gives thy praiſe in tuneful verſe to flow ? 


Yes, it is genius! and that genius thine! 
— thou happy darling of the nine. 
But as the Ancients ſacrific'd to Heaven, 


A portion of the bleſſings it had giv'n ; 


So ſhould I borrow from thy noble ſtrain, 
Rayne worthy to return to thee again. 


Q wouls't | 


E 0 would'f thou fiog once more, and charm 
Cour ears! 
Stil as night liſtens to the tuneful ſpheres; 
Attent as lovers while they hear the Fair, 

in ſweet- reluctant. ſounds their flames declare ; : 
So till, and fo attentive would I be; _ 
5 And never ſing myſelf, except of thee. 


Why w WET 't thou b by Fortune 8 wijward 
[doom, 
Where thy kreat Cad is fcanted of her room. 


Where ev'n thy philoſophick breaſt muſt pine, 


To meet no heart in uniſon -with thine ? 
Ab! were I-plac'd on fortune's tow'ring height, 
I'd lend a hand to raiſe thet from thy fate; 


A fate, that while it wrongs, exalts thee more; | 


A ſhame to wealth, an obloquy to pow'r ! 


8 * 1 —— . 2 
j 


| Once, my dear Friend, (indulge me e with that | 


[name) 
Poets were paid wir more e than barren fame; 


In 


-# 


In courts they liv'd, in gay aſſemblies ſhone ; | 
Kings were their friends, and all the world 
| | [their own: 
Now, (ad reverſe) they e lie, 

et Like roſes that in deſerts bloom and die.” 
Ah! with rich pleaſures were thy genius fed, 
What noble thoughts ! that now lie chill'd and 

0 © ++ [ad 
Would ſpring to life, and give the world to know, 

Not Fancy, but Oppreffion was thy fon. 


And now, tho' warm affeQion ſtill would ſing, 
My vent'rous Muſe has weary'd ber young 
5 | 05 ä— __ 
Vet one verſe more; who could a verſe refuſe, 
Io prompt thy genius, and awake thy muſe ? 
By that fair branch of bays, ſo well deſerv'd, 
To grace thy tomb the muſes have prepar'd ; 
Ü beg thee, Friend, (nor let my pray'r be vain) 

Jo wake the ſpirit of thy lyre again; W 

Og - Ee Suck 


Such as how Grecian Virtue was thy theme, . 

In ſweeteſt numbers laſting as it's fame: 

While I, in pleaſing filence ſhall attend, 

Glad I — thy muſe, and proud to be thy 
Friend. 
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